Of whiche I nil as now not ryme,
For ese of yow, and losse of tyme :
For tyme y-lost, this knowen ye,
By no way may recovered be.

CHAUCER (from The Hous of Fame)

If music be the food of love, play on ;
Give me excess of it, that, surfeiting,
The appetite may sicken, and so die.
That strain again ! it had a dying fall:
O ! it came o'er my ear like the sweet sound
That breathes upon a bank of violets,
Stealing and giving odour. Enough ! no more :
*Tis not so sweet now as it was before.

SHAKESPEARE (from Twelfth Night)

Or sweetest Shakespear fancies childe,
Warble his native wood-notes wilde,
And ever against eating Cares
Lap me in soft Lydian Aires,
Married to immortal verse
Such as the meeting soul may pierce
In notes, with many a winding bout
Of lincked sweetness long drawn out,
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning,
The melting voice through mazes running ;
Untwisting all the chains that ty
The hidden soul of harmony.
MILTON (from L* Allegro)